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DAO I 


Crossroads of the Heart 


Mind said to Heart, "You better forget." 

Wind moaned, pines cried, "Forget, forget." 

And Heart repeated, "Forget that we met?" 

"Forget his presence; forget his face?" 

"Forget that he warmed his hands at my fireplace?" 
Heart's at Mind's bidding closed the door, 

And threw out the memories she had in store. 


But nights when the wind blows free, 
And voices sing in the trees, 

Heart hears silken laughter high in the moonlit leaves. 
While raindrops patter across the dripping window pane, 
Memories whisper and murmur--in vain: 

For Heart and Mind are sitting at tea, 

Though the hearth is cold, and the wind blows free. 





Luise McFarland 






































First Dance 
Sweet aroma of summer 
filters into the room, 
tickling noses- 
giggles pulsate to our toes. 
The first notes drift 
from the jukebox, 
the chuckles vibrate our bodies 
to the beat. 
Thumping feet 
converge on the dance floor, 
bodies hitting 
like in a bumper car race. 
Our minds spin free 
of responsibilities 
The music the caretaker 
of necessities. 
The night is young, 
my body still fresh, 
responding to the music, 
restricted only by the beat. 
The record skips, 
balance is lost. 
Our bodies collide, 
our focus locks. 
Music comes back slow, 
the dancing beings, 
our bodies mysteriously 
synchronized. 
Mirrored images, our long limbs 
move this way and that 
wanting to touch but afraid 
to discover only a mirage. 
The dance quickens, 
the adrenalin flows. 
Sweat pours out, 
our bodies ache 
with thirst. 
Senses overpowered, 
as our bodies crave 
relief. 
With one last 
mind-shattering beat, 
the dance stops... 
then melts into something slow. 
Holding tight 
senses gradually recovered. 
We breathe deeply, 
the giggles return 
triggered by 
a new sweet 
aroma. 


Angel Bedinghaus Zent 








Marriage Dance 


Sweet aroma 
sweeped into our hearts, 
fueling our bodies 
to continue the dance. 


Our minds set free of 
sociabilities. 
The music exists 
just for you and me. 


Holding tight, 
we twirl the floor, 
step to step 
we glide gracefully. 


As the dance continues 
our steps are sure 
we brave breaking out 


To where the music 
intermingles 
with reality. 


The rythme is lost 
our hold is broken 
our bodies move 
in different directions 








Frantically we search 
for common steps 
wondering if ever 
synchronation will return. 


Gradually, realization 
takes hold. 
The music's no caretaker, 
the aroma may fade. 


But the dance will continue 
because we're committed 
to the last 
song. 


Angel Bedinghaus Zent 








White and Black 


All of the flowers are taken away 
The white gown hangs-awaiting in the dark 
This was supposed to be a happy day 
Instead the loss will always leave it s mark. 


The bouquet of hope to be thrown still waits 
Til her lost dream she's able to accept 
In her heart, a deep imprint his death makes 
Left of their love is the ring that she kept 


The bells will have to wait til they can ring 
For their sounds will not bring back her lost mate 
Reality leaves her lost notes to sing 
Two hearts to be joined-torn apart by fate, 


In white she awaits, feeling much sorrow, 
But brave she must be in black tomorrow. 


Christina M. Gomez 





SALTY WHISPERS 


From ocean dark I hear the cries 
Moon swept sand 
In the shallow of the night 


The waves stark blue eyes 
Grasp and hold me strong 
‘Ere they drip me in 


To salty whispers tearing my throat 
The pleasure is unreal 
I taste and then surrender 


With nothing but a shiver 
To hold my aching body 
From the shore 


Birds are beckoning my being 
To follow in their tracks 
Towards the edge of all reality 


Like angels meeting 
With the unknown of the rich water 
Their home is serenity 


I take one last step 
As the shells crunch under me 
Sharp, like life and reality 


On the edge I jump 
And freedom is my last word 
As my sea swallows me 


Danéa Leigh Weinstein 








The Backwood's Siren Song 


The backwoods lures with its ancient, siren song, 
And I feel a strange compelling to go 

back to its sheltering arms, 

home to its welcome embrace. 


Oh, the many ways that it woos me, 

As it sings its primeval song! 

Of the mocking bird in the massive trees 
Singing low to its nesting mate; 


Of the moss bearded oaks humming, 

The tuneless songs they learned long ago, 

Their primitive breath drifting with the shadows 
Cast by the filling moon; 


Of the alligator bellowing his loneliness, 
Then slipping silently into his watery home 
beneath the waving of cypress, 
beneath the sighing of trees; 


Of the haunting voice of the hooting owl, 








Trying to tempt a mate to his home in a hallow tree; 


Of the magnolia blossom spilling its pale perfume 
Into the lilting waves of the lake. 


Oh, my senses are reeling 

To the hypnotic beat of the backwoods, 
As it sings its mysterious, siren song, 
To the rhythm of the dancing pines. 


How long has been my longing? 
How long have I been gone! 


Still the backwoods lures me with its eerie, siren song 


back to the waving of cypress, 
home to the singing of pines. 


Luise McFarland 




















Those who have the art 
paint pictures 
Glowing in the air like fireworks’ trials 
Words (mere words, mind you!) 
grasp a thought, shape it, 
frame it, 
and blow it from a lover's hands 
like butterflies and colored dust 
or charcoal and blood. 
Within a framework of iron 
and alphabet, 
grammar and structure become tapestry, 
words woven, ideas twining, 
until I stand on the edge of living cloth 
peering in, and feel the breath on my face. 
What deities are these? 
Who twist the language 
to fit the thought 
Who pour passion- 
-like molten gold and silver- 
into shape 
and make... 
..-love? 


I worship not the gods of men, 
but kneel in that temple 
consecrated to verse 

and tendered by poets. 


Julie Renowden 











The Staff of An Ancient 


of 


Ya The horoscope of devotion 
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Reached by reality. 
Pages are burnt in white fury 
Spitting black ashes 
To be dealt with by the mind 
Which is clear. 
The words have no meaning 
On blank banks of sand 
Shells crushed 
And the water kisses the shore 
Morality is scared in this being 










Danéa Leigh Weinstein 











The Old Man 


A friend for many years, the old man comes to visit- 
Always on a cold night 
When my fireplace send out signals of warmth. 
He uses the excuse of Christmas time, 
(As if he needed an excuse to come!) 
When I see him on the path, 
I pull a chair- the best one- 
Up to the hearth for him. 
He sits, his face relaxed, 
Lines softened in the firelight's glow. 
There is no other light 
Except a dim one where I'm working at my desk. 
The children know they must be still, 
And they move softly in awe of his 87 years. 
This man, who was alive before time began for them, 
Seems biblical, almost as if he must have talked with Moses. 


I used to wonder why he came. i 
It wasn't just to visit, : 
Although he was always civil 
With the courtesies of hello and goodbye. 


Now I know. 


I've watched his face, and I have seen 
The years slip away in the firelight. 
He relives those years. 

He sees again his boyhood on the farm, 
The two great wars, 

His Sally, and their three sons 
Grown tall and gone away 
In his spotless condominium 
A fire is not allowed. 

So once a year he comes to ny fire. 
I welcome him twice warmly- 
Because he is a friend and because I can see that someday 
I may wish to borrow someone's fire 
To remember and to dream. 


Alice T. Duxbury 














To Ernest, Who is Missed 


The black bull storms the ring 
As the crowd roars in frenzy. 
The gilded matador bows 
with dignity. 

A sweep of his crimson cape 
And he begins his brutal match 
with danger 
riding on his sword. 


A noble life 
is lived like this; 

Eye to wild eye 
Mocking mortal weakness. 
The fearsome bull is checked 
until such time 
as fatigue 
and madness score. 


A tragic life 
is lost like this. 

The ancient sword, 
dulled in loyal service 
no longer defends its master 
against the dreadful beast. 
Genius is gored 
and gone. 





Eleanor Portnoi 











The Overhaul 


I think it's about time 
I had the oil in my crankcase checked 
And my right and left wheels 
Rotated and aligned. 


On the other hand, let's not forget 
That I love the taste of high octane fuel, 
But if my plugs and filters aren't changed 

Every thousand miles, 

I tend to act erractic-- 
Especially when my stick shift 
Pops out of park 
Due to the dieseling 
Of my brain drain. 


So when I'm driven 

To some remote country road 

In the middle of the night, 

With my headlights turned off, 

My windows opened, 

And my motor left idling, 

I could feel my exhaust system relaxing. 
I could also feel the antifreeze in my radiator turning warm. 


It is then that I hear little sounds in the silence-- 
The chirping of birds, 
The rustle of leaves, 
A lone cricket 
Cricketing away in the distance 
Over the purring of passing cars. 


After twenty minutes of this, 
I feel refreshed and alive-- 

It's as if I've just been jumped started. 
But, if it should last thirty minutes or more, 
I generally feel depressed 
And worry about whether I wet my wires, 

Worn my belts to a fizzle, 

Or whether the viscosity of my transmission fluid 
Resembles that of leftover chicken soup. 











I'm also depressed about being out of shape 
Ever since I started carrying that spare tire around. 
But that doesn't make my radiator boil, 

And I don't blow a fuse 
Every time I feel I'm being jacked around-- 
Because I know I'm going to be checked out 

Every six months, 
Or every six thousand miles, 
Whichever comes first. 











And this is important 
Because it keeps my cruise controlled, 
My air pressure stabilized, 
And my graphic bands equalized-- 
Especially when I realize 
That all of my remaining parts 
Have been out of warranty for so long. 


So, to all the drivers of the world, 
I have one autosuggestion to make: 
Please keep your ash out of my tray! 


Benjamin Altman 





























The Red Scare 


The moon weaved through the trees 
Casting silver lights upon the leaves. 
This may sound like poetic gleam 
But I was having the craziest dream. 


My shoes were clad with cleats so stout, 
Trenched deep in the earth, I had no doubt. 
My hair was piled so snug and warm 
Beneath a cap Pete Rose had worn. 


Upon my shoulder there lazily sat 
A wooden club I knew as a bat. 
I gasped at clothes of crimson and white; 
The Reds had seized me in the night! 


My heart jumped and beat with fright. 
I prayed to God with all my might. 
"Lord, help me! I can't play at all!" 
"Just swing, He said, "and keep your eyes on the ball." 


I approached the plate consumed with fear. 
The crowd burst into frenzied cheer. 
The court was full' the coach was tense, 
I aimed for a bird perched on the fence. 


The pitch was thrown with great skill 
By a tobacco-chewing spitter whose name was Bill 
I screamed, I swung, he laughed with glee, 
Then fell on his rump when the ball struck his knee. 


I'd done my best to no avail 
And worse yet, I'd broken a nail! 
I dropped my bat and breathed a sigh. 
I hadn't scored but at least I'd tried. 


My heart rejoiced when this dream was done. 
I awoke and saw the rising sun. 
The moon had all but disappeared 
But the lesson I'd learned was very clear: 
If success seems slow to come, 
For Pete's sake, drop your bat and run! 


Lori R. Carver 
































Spring in Russia 1943 


The gods spit their curses down on us in clouds 

Like black banners billowing beneath gray washed skies. 

We bend and labor under our packs, 

The smell of wet, musty earth mixing with the stench of death 
As we pursue them back to Moscow 

One, two, three, four. 


Silhouetted with grotesque, twisted backs 

The clinking of bullets, the curses of men 

Like ants we follow the one before. 

The once hard road is now a bog to wade in, 

Transformed by the relentless rains. 

The ooze glues us in our places; 

Sucking sounds deafen as men pull their feet from the sludge, 
While tanks and trucks fall victim to the muck. 

One, two, three, four. 


Blood sodden bandages adorn the men 

Some walk quietly; others hack and cough, 

Their lungs gurgling when they breathe. 

Some stop to rest, urged to go on by others who pass by, saying 
"To stop is to die." 

A coffin of ooze awaits those who lie down. 

One, two, three, four. 


Off to the side of the road 

A small, fragile, yellow flower struggles 
To avoid being crushed by the slightest step. 
It, like the men, reach toward the gray sky, 
Begging for help from its creator. 

The answer is lost in the rain, 

But, the rain does not care, 

It will still fall 

And we will march, fight 

Then die on the way to Moscow. 

One, two, three, four. 


Tim Sciba 











Sentiments pour les victimes du SIDA 


Quand j '‘étais jeune 

Je suivais tous mes désirs 
Jejouais avec la vie 

Je me trempais dans les plaisirs 


Je parlais toujours de l'amitié. 
Je ne pensais jamais de la vie qui est court 
D'une ame blessée-d'un esprit limité... 


Mais maintenant je réfléchis que j 'étais si béte, 

J 'étais si fou, 

j 'étais complétement imbecile, 
Parce que j'ai tant de choses intimes a perdre. 





Alors, je me trempe dans la réalité 


Je la vois avec la clairté, 
avec l'acidité- 

aA 4 

meme la cruaute. 


J'ai des amis qui meurent. 
Leur vie est comme une fleur- 





Une fleur qui a regu peu de soin- 
Une fleur qui a tant de faim. 


Le monde a peur de la toucher- 
De sentir la beauté de son odeur. 


Mais, alors, c'est cet odeur qui meurt 
Dans mon ame, dans mon coeur. 





Je suis mort mille fois dans mon Ame 
Je pense souvent-Qui regoit le blame? 


Les Victimes- Je meure pour eux 
Ils meurent pour nous- c'est affreux! 


Les Victimes du SIDA- Je peu. pense 
Avec un amour- libre et immense 





J'en souffre infiniment dans mon coeur 


Aujourd'hui- Ils meurent 
et 
J'en pleure... 


J'en pleure- 
J'ten pleure- 
J'en pleure... 


Dan Duncan 











Soldiers' Scaffold 


The Puppet Master 

With his wicked grin, 
Black, wirey beard 

And fat, greedy fingers 
P 


L 
U 
N 
G 
E 
S the forms 
Of the poor marionettes 
-Unvarnished, 
Naked- 
Onto the bloodied stage, 
Then severs the strings. 
The mindless marionettes march, 
MUDDLE through their prescribed routine, 
Performing for an audience 
Of High-Bred Officials 
Who lounge in their plush 
upholstered 
balcony 
seats 

While the puppets' wooden limbs 
SPLINTERANDSHATTERANDBREAK 
Amidst the smoke-filled scenery. 
The audience applauds 

-CLAPCLAPCLAP— 
To muffle the players' screams. 
The painted puppet faces 
Atop the twisted bodies 
Reveal nothing- 

Even in death. 

When the final act unfolds, 

The lights din, 

The curtain F 
A 
L 


And they remove the corpses from the theatre floor. 


The Master takes a bow, 
The Officials roar, 


And the Critics rate their performance 


On concessions gained, 

Monies confiscated, 

Land conquered. 
And it's worth the loss 
Of a few 
(million) 
(mindless) 
puppets 

To keep the politicians entertained. 


Patricia Permuy 






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































i 
The Dark Horse Fast Approaches 


Within these city limits 

Covered by the mist 

Something that cannot be touched 
Is something that can't exist 

Yet questions are remaining 

On dreams of distant shores 

The world looks up and asks itself 


If there is something more 
Riding through the cosmos 
On a path of burning light 
The answer fast approaches 
A dark horse in the night 


Jay Waitkus 
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The Cradle Will Fall... 


Kevin Tinsdale's eyes 
riveted across the long dining 
room table and rested on his 
wife. The stone figure stared 
listlessly at her untouched 
breakfast. Somehow, Kevin knew 
that the cold meal would soon 
join countless others in the 
trash compactor. He thought of 
comforting Monica, but this 
passive stranger was 
unapproachable. 

Kevin's voice sliced the 
deadly silence. "I'll contact 
your office and inform then 
that you won't be coming in 
again today." 

At the sound of his voice, 
Monica raised her head. Her 
vacant eyes pierced through 
him. Kevin shivered. 

Hastily, he pushed away 
from the table and brought his 
dishes to the kitchen. As he 
shoved the china into’ the 
dishwasher, Kevin realized that 
he had left his briefcase 
upstairs. 


After chasing up’ the 
winding staircase, Kevin headed 
towards his bedroom. Instead, 
he found himself in front of 
his daughter's room. Some 
unknown force had rendered him 
paralyzed before her doorway. 
Even while he warned himself 
not to do so, Kevin found 
himself pushing the door open. 
He gazed across the room, 
absorbing Carrie's gingham 
bedspread with its eyelet 
skirt, unslept-on. He eyed the 
stuffed animals positioned on 
her pillow, her rocking horse 
in the center of the room. His 
eyes came to rest on the rag 
do;; that had been his 
daughter's favorite possession. 
It sat patiently in the chair 
where Monica had once rocked 
Carrie to sleep. Kevin thought 


that it seemed to be 
anticipating Carrie's return. 

The doll's plastic eyes 
mocked him. As Kevin stared, 
her sewn-on smile grew larger. 
A flash of terror coursed 
through him. 

"Stop it!" Kevin's brain 
screamed. "You're a grown man 
acting as if you saw a ghost!" 
Despite his efforts to 
rationalize, Kevin had to force 
himself from running down the 
stairs. 

On his way home from work 
that night, Kevin felt more 
positive than he had in weeks. 
That day at the office, Kevin 
had made up his mind to 


confront Monica. His mind 
jumped to the future with all 
of its possibilities. They 


could create a new life, become 
a family again! 

"Now, Kevin, you're 
getting way ahead of yourself." 
He couldn't help but ponder the 
possibilities. If only he had 
thought of this before! He 
wasn't doing any good allowing 
Monica to brood; she had to 
start living again! He had to 
force her to break from this 
mobile tomb. Carrie had died, 
not Monica. He wondered if 
that sounded cruel. It wasn't 
as if he hadn't loved his 
daughter; her death had pained 
him deeply. And he would bear 
the burden of the small, limp 
body in his arms as long as he 
breathed air. But no amount of 
mourning could alter the fact 
that LIFE still loomed before 
him. Monica had not recovered, 
would not ailow herself to do 
so. 

These thoughts had led 
Kevin to leave his office 
early. He realized that he had 
to force Monica back to living. 
He had the perfect solution! 





























Work. Once Monica sat in the 
executive seat again, she could 
repair her wounds. With time, 


she could accept Carrie's 
death; maybe they could start 
a new family! 

As he approached’ the 
circular drive of their home, 
Kevin withdrew from his 
fantasy. Hope shone in his 
eyes as he approached the 
house. 

"Monica? Monica? Dear?" 
He traipsed through the parlor 
and danced up the stairs to his 
bedroom. Peeking around the 
bedroom corner, he expected to 
find her vegetating in her easy 
chair. She wasn't there! 
Perhaps she had already taken 
the initiative herself! 

He heard a scuttle from 
behind and he watched Monica 
emerge from Carrie's bedroom. 
Under her arm she carried that 
ominous doll. "Damn that 
thing!" he thought. She looked 
at him questioningly. His face 
frowned as all of his fancies 
vanished. 

With a voice devoid of 
emotion, she replied, "Yes?" 
Even as they tumbled from his 
tongue, his words seemed weak, 
foolish. "I...I was thinking, 
um, what do you think about 
going back to work. You know, 
you could start another of your 
brilliant projects..." He knew 
he was rambling, trying to fill 
the emptiness. With what? he 
wondered. More emptiness? "I 
don't know how they've gotten 
on with...I mean, without you, 
they're.." As he looked upon 
her face, he instinctively knew 
that his efforts were fruitless 


But he was completely 
unprepared for his wife's 
bombshell. 


"T resigned." Her words 
sounded dully in his ears. 

He could hardly believe he 
heard her correctly, but before 





he could gather his wits to 
respond, she had gone. 

The days passed in a 
blurred reel of movement. 
Monica grew more disturbed. 
Kevin's work suffered. He lost 


one of his most important 
clients, not to mention 
countless nights of sleep. 


Then, on one of those rare 
nights that Kevin faded off, he 
was awakened by a peculiar 
sound. He rolled over in the 
darkness and found Monica gone. 
In an effort to determine the 
root of the noise, Kevin 
strained his ears. It was 
coming from Carrie's room! 
Finally Kevin recognized the 
creaking noise; it was Carrie's 
rocking chair! Maybe Monica 
couldn't sleep. He had neither 
the nerve nor the inclination 
to question her at three in the 
morning. But the rocking chair 
incident haunted him. Night 
after endless night, he felt 
the springs relax as Monica 
slipped from the bedcovers. As 
the nightly ritual continued, 

Kevin heard a new sound added 
to the chair's creaking. The 
soft, melodious ring of 
Monica's voice travelled down 
the hall to Kevin's ears. 
Those words, they were the 
verses of a lullaby! Kevin's 
heart froze in his throat. He 
willed himself to move from the 
bed, but his body felt glued to 
the mattress. He lay in the 
black visage of the night, 


waiting for morning's 
unveiling. 
The next night, Kevin 


prepared himself for Monica's 
departure. After she had crept 


to Carrie's room, Kevin 
silently followed her. He 
slinked along the walls, 


feeling criminal, fearing what 
he would find. 

What he found gave him 
reason to fear. As he peeked 











around the door of Carrie's 
bedroom, he discovered his 
wife, rocking in Carrie's 
chair. Cradled in her arms was 
the. rag doll. Monica looked 
down at the doll adoringly, 
lost in the words of her song. 
“Rock-a-by-ba-by..." 

When Kevin Tinsdale 
entered the house the next day, 
the walls seemed to vibrate 
from negative energy. His skin 
tingled with a wild sense of 
foreboding. He stepped 
cautiously, knowing not what he 
feared, yet familiar with the 
scent of it. He searched for 
Monica in the downstairs rooms; 
they were empty. The he heard 
her voice floating down the 
staircase. 

Cautiously, Kevin 
approached the stairs, touching 
each step delicately. When he 
reached the flush carpeting of 
the upper chambers, Kevin heard 
the meaningless chatter. It 
echoed the inflections of a 
child. Kevin pushed himself 
onward, until he reached his 
destination: Carrie's room. 


INTIMIDATING 


Stretched out on her 
stomach atop the bed with her 
rounded face perched in her 
hands and her long, tan legs 
bent up, etching crisscrosses 
in midair, Jennifer Hanley 
dreamily watched her husband of 
two years pulling on his socks. 
Images of the two of them 
enjoying a Saturday afternoon 
at the beach drifted through 
her mind. She pushed them away, 
and a shiver went down her 
spine. 

Another Saturday alone, 
she thought. Why couldn't he 


There, cramped in a small 
chair at Carrie's play table, 
sat Monica. her night gown 
hung loosely about her as she 
leaned across the table. She 
was addressing one of the 
stuffed animals and dolls that 
encircled the table. Kevin 
grew cold as he heard her 
words. "Pookie, do you want 
some more tea?" 

At the sound of his gasp, 
Monica turned to face him. The 
contours of her face had 
changed; his Monica no more, 
she looked at him with girlish 
excitement. "Hello, Daddy!" 
Seated at Monica's right, the 
rag doll beckoned Kevin with a 
wicked grin. He swore he heard 
it laugh. 


Patricia Permuy 


INTIMACY 


work for a normal office 
instead of putting up with this 
crazy hospital schedule. 

Robert ties his Hush 
Puppies. No, not him, Jennifer 
thought, that's not the type of 
physical therapist he wants to 
be. He doesn't want to work 
with "second hand" patients, as 
he calls them. He wants them 
when it's most critical, right 
out of surgery. 

Jennifer lets out a sigh 
and runs her hands back through 
her thick auburn hair. Hell, 
that's why I fell in love with 
































him, the way he really cares 


about his work and _ these 
people. But, God, not today. I 
just don't want to be home 
alone today. 

Robert, buttoning his 
dress shirt, catches Jennifer's 
attention. His small patch of 
brown chest hair, a few shades 
darker then on his head, slowly 
disappears as he reaches the 
top button. A smile curls her 
plump lips, her hazel eyes 
widen with desire. Jennifer 
giggles to herself, he is good 
looking though. Her hands 
release her head, dropping to 
the bed. She checks for dirt 
underneath her nails. 

"Robert?" He takes a tie 
from the closet. 

"Yea, Jen." 

"Why don't you call in 
sick today," Jennifer smiles at 
him mischievously. 

"Right," he said in mock 
indignation. "I'll tell the 
hospital to have the patients 
do their own therapy today." 
More softly, he adds, "By the 
way, some guy called yesterday. 
He may come by this morning to 
look at the bikes. I forget to 
tell you." 

Not again, Jennifer 
thought as the image of the 
creep to whom they sold their 
old Mustang flashed through her 
mind. God, he was gross, she 
remembered. He kept asking all 
those stupid questions. Must of 
hung around an hour looking it 
over. I was glad when Robert 
came home. 

“Why do I always get stuck 
with this stuff?" Jennifer's 


legs and arms thump 
simultaneously to the bed. 
"Sorry, Jen, there's 


nothing I can do about it. You 

want to get rid of the bikes, 

don't you?" Robert tries a 

second time to knot his tie. 
"Yes." 





"Will you be around?" 

"Yea, at least this 
morning," Jennifer rolled onto 
her side, for a better view. 
"What if he makes an offer. How 
low do you want to go?" 

"I don't know. If he wants 
both...maybe $300...but no 
lower. They're almost new. 
Besides, we just put the ad in 
Wednesday. Tell him _ that." 
Robert adjusts his pants, 
making sure nothing rubbed the 
wrong way, the clue that he's 
ready for work. 

“Ookay." Jennifer eased up 
in a sitting position. Robert's 
six foot one frame sunk down 
next to her on the unmade bed. 

"So, what are your big 
plans today?" He put his arm 
around her and Jennifer rested 
her head against his muscular 
shoulder. 

"The grass, the store...I 
don't know." Jennifer ran her 
hand down his chest. "Can't you 
just be a little late today? 

"and what would I tell my 
first patient, Mrs. Goldstein?" 

"She was young once, she'd 
understand." Jennifer laughed, 
pulling him down with her on 
the bed. 

"Jennifer... couldn't 
you...save it...for tonight?" 
Robert said between her kisses. 

"No. It's now or never," 
she playfully threatened and 
let her tongue rove over his 
ear lobe, his neck. 

Robert's before work 
tensions began to ease away. 
Man, Robert thought, she has a 
way with me. Just everything 
about her. But man when her 
eyes sparkle and she brings out 
that slow, intricate smile, I 
can just see those wheels 
turning. She's up to something. 
It never fails to intrigue me. 
It did the first time we met 
and...Robert felt Jennifer's 
hand slide gently further and 














further down his back. He began 
to stir. 

..-And she's done it again 
now, he thought. Shaking off 
the mesmerization, Robert 
lifted himself up. 

"Jennifer, you're driving 
me crazy, but I have got to 
go." 

"For a minute, I thought 
I had you," Jennifer said, 
almost to herself as Robert's 
back disappeared out the 
bedroom door. 

wT heard that," came 
Robert's voice. "Believe me, 
you almost did!" 

From her sprawled out 
position on the bed, Jennifer 
jumped up. She caught up to 
Robert at the front door of 
their small house. Before 
reaching for the knob, Robert 
turned for one last kiss. 
Jennifer wrapped her arms 
around his broad chest and 
turned her face up to his. Most 
would say his brown eyes were 
small for his sculptured face. 
Not Jennifer. To her, they were 
perfect, full of life, full of 
love for her. 

"I really wish I could 
stay home with you today." 

NT know, but T'll 
survive." Jennifer gave him a 
peck on his check. 

"I know you will. And in 
the meantime, I'll be counting 
off the nine hours ‘til I'm 
back home." Robert gave 
Jennifer an encompassing hug. 
“And you, keep that blood 
pumping." 

With a final gaze, Robert 
reluctantly pulled himself away 
and went out the door. 

* * * 

Dressed in her yard 
clothes, a grubby yellow tank 
top and jogging shorts tattered 
along the seams, Jennifer 
adjusted the radio headset. I 
hope this thing starts, she 


thought bending to pull the 
lawn mower cord. Once, twice. 
Suddenly she straightened up 
and looked around; a creepy 
feeling came over her again. 
Nothing there, she thought. 

She looked towards the 
sky. It's just the sun, she 
observed, going behind the 
clouds. Now where was I. Ah 
yes, the lawn mower. Three, 
four, yes, there it goes. 

Jennifer took off behind 
the mower, trying to 
concentrate on the song 
blasting in her ears. She 
relaxed as the early summer sun 
glided out from behind the 
clouds and she released her 
nervous energy by continuously 
lapping the yard, making sure 
no narrow rows of uncut grass 
were left in between. 

A tap on her’ shoulder 
startled her. She quickly 
turned and found herself face 
with face to a young man. 
Jennifer geared down the mower 
to slow and pulled off the 
headset. 

"Hello." The man _ stood 
relaxed in his pink Polo shirt. 
His hands slid into the pockets 
of his khaki shorts. 

"Did you call about the 
bikes?" Jennifer wiped her brow 
with the back of her garden 
gloves. 

"Um, yes...I guess those 
are them," he asked, pointing 
to where Robert left them for 
display that morning. A hand 
made sign advertised, "For 
sale. $350." 

"Yes. Did you want both?" 

"Possibly. Can I have a 
look?" 

"Sure. Ride them around if 
you like. They're about two 
years old but in great shape. 
We've always kept them 
indoors." 

"You mean, you and your 
husband?" Jennifer nodded. 
































"Can he tell me anything 
about them?" 

"He's not here right now, 
but I'm sure we have _ the 
owner's manual. I can get it." 

“Well... let me take a 
look first." The man followed 
Jennifer to the bikes. 

"This is a nice 
neighborhood. One of those 
older, Florida types." 

"And neighbors to go with 


it." 

The. man looked at Jennifer 
puzzled. 

"Meaning a lot of 
retires." 

"oh," the man nodded 
knowingly. 


"Actually, I shouldn't say 
it like that. They're really 
terrific, especially George 
next door. He's always lending 
us stuff, watching out for us." 

Jennifer pulled out a key 
to unlock the bikes. 

"You're near the lake, 
aren't you? I bet you get a 
nice breeze." 

"More like nice background 
noise," Jennifer laughed 
nodding her head towards I-95, 
a half mile away. 

"Hell, that's nothing 
compared to living underneath 
the jet highway from Palm Beach 
International!" 

"You live near the 
airport?" Jennifer asked 
standing up. She felt his eyes 
following her ascent. She 
unconsciously stepped back from 
hin. 

"Not quite. Just in the 
flight path." The man lifted 
his arm, his hand gesturing 
towards her hair. "Your hair 
color is beautiful. Is that 
natural?." 

"Uh, yea. Thanks." 
Jennifer's edginess came back, 
and she began backing towards 
the front door of the house. 
“Why don't you go for a ride. 


I'll see if I can find the 
manuals." She turned and went 
inside. 

In the office, Jennifer 
paged through the files; vacuum 
cleaner manual, VCR, and 
thought to herself, God, 
another weirdo. Where do they 
all come from anyway? Well, he 
isn't quite as bad as the guy 
we sold the car to. At least 
he's dressed nice. Has a great 
car, too. Bright red, looks 
like a BMW. 

She thumbed past the 
electric drill manual, blender 
manual, which we don't have any 
more, she thought. Hope he 
leaves soon. Actually, I hope 
he takes those bikes off our 
hands, then leaves. Let's see, 
microwave manual - definitely 
our best wedding present... 

“Excuse me..." 

"Huh, what the...God, you 
startled me." Jennifer quickly 


stood. For the first time, 
seeing past the preppie 
clothes, she noticed a 


dishevelled look about him. 
Unconsciously, she draped her 
arms across her chest. 

"That was a quick ride," 


Jennifer said nervously, "or 
did you have a question." 
"Nooo..." the man said, 


taking a step in from the 
office doorway. "but I think I 
decided it's not the bikes I 
want..." 
"Oh, okay. Well..." 
"...it's you I want." 
* * * 


"Jennifer... 


Jennifer...come on 
Jennifer...wake up...oh 
God...Jennifer, it's 


Robert...please Jennifer." 
Robert stood next to the 
hospital bed, partially stooped 
over, staring intently into 
Jennifer's face, looking for a 
flicker of an_ eyelash, a 
movement of the head. 




















A tear shimmered down his 
cheek, hesitating for a moment 
before falling and landing just 
above Jennifer's upper lip. He 
remembered the call from his 
neighbor, George. He had 
wondered over to the house 
after noticing the puttering 
lawn mower on the partial cut 
lawn and found Jennifer. The 
paramedics were on the way. 

The hospital staff had to 
just about physically restrain 
him from rushing home. Wait 
here, they said. They'll be 
bringing her soon. Soon, Robert 


thought, it seemed like 
eternity. 

"Come on, Jennifer," 
Robert continued his plea. 


“Wake up." 

From somewhere, way far 
away, muffled by a heavy fog, 
Jennifer could hear Robert's 
voice. At least it sounds like 
his voice, she dreamed. Maybe 
it isn't, maybe it's someone 
disguising his voice as 
Robert's. I must stay hidden, 
just in case. But it's so 
persistent. And if it's Robert, 
he won't find me here. I'm so 
cold.... 

"Jennifer, everyone's 
worried about you. Jennifer, 
please...I need you. Jennifer, 
it's Robert." It was from the 
corner of his eye, but he was 
sure he saw something. Robert 
looked. Yes, her fingers are 
moving. He reached for the call 
button, talking to her all 
along. 

All she could see was 
whiteness, with a shadow all 
around. Jennifer blinked 
several time, trying to make it 
go away, then a fleshy blob 
came into view. She blinked 
some more, gradually it began 
taking form. 


"Robert?" 
"Yes, Jennifer, it's me." 
His voice hoarse from 


continuously talking to her for 
the last nine hours. "You're 
fine, Jennifer. Oh, God, I was 
so scared." His head dropped 
into his hands and he cried. 
The ultimate fear finally gone. 

Confused, Jennifer lifted 
her hand, resting it on his 
thigh. What is going on, she 
wondered. What is wrong with 
Robert. 

She looked around = and 
slowly she realized where she 
was; her memory resurfaced. She 
saw him coming towards her, 
laughing. His hands groping, 
skimming her body. As he closed 
in on her, she could count the 
beads of perspiration as they 
formed above his lips. 
Jennifer sat up, screaming and 
crying, "Oh, God, get me out of 
here." She clawed at her arms, 
her face, her chest. Her legs 
thrashed against the mattress, 
trying to kick him off. 

"Jennifer, what's wrong," 
Robert tried holding her, 
smoothing her face but her 
strength was uncontrollable. He 
frantically pushed the call 
button then ran out to the 
nurse's station. Two nurses 
rushed back to the room with 
him. 

"Cecil, get Dr. Nolan." 
Nurse Colleen McCulley picked 
up the wet wash cloth off the 
nightstand. She felt the tepid 
water in the bowl. "Robert, 
fill this with cold, cold 
water. Robert!" 

Hearing his name pulled 
Robert out of his hypnosis of 
watching with horror as 
Jennifer trying to mutilate her 
body. Colleen handed Robert the 
bowl and turned her attention 
to Jennifer. Whenever she could 
bypass Jennifer's thrashing 
limbs, she touched her with the 
cloth. 

"Jennifer, it's okay, it's 
over. He's gone." Robert could 
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barely hear Colleen's softly, 


reassuring words through 
Jennifer's screams and cries, 
but Jennifer must have 


connected with them, because 
soon her arms and legs fell 
still; her cries quieted to 
sniffles. 

"That's fine, Jennifer. 


You're safe here, among 
friends. We're going to take 
good care of you." Colleen, 


hearing the door open, looked 
over to see Cecil with the 
doctor. "Jennifer, this is Dr. 
Nolan. He's been taking care of 
you since you came in." 

"Robert, where's Robert?" 

"I'm here, Jen." He came 
over to her side from where he 
stood in the corner. "Jennifer, 
everything will be just fine. 
I...I love you." 

"Robert, I'm so sorry. I 
tried...but he...was so strong 
and..." Her words were lost in 
soft babbling. 

"Shhhh, it's okay. I 
know." Robert brushed his hand 
across her forehead, pushing 
her damp hair back. "It's not 
your fault..." 

"Robert," called a deep 
voice. 

Robert looked up at Dr. 
Nolan. 

"Look, Jen. I'll be right 
over there, just outside the 
door. We need to let Dr. Nolan 
have a look at you. Okay? I'll 
be right here." 

Jennifer nodded her head. 

* * * 

Nervously whistling and 
with his arms full, a bouquet 
of flowers in one and a wicker 
basket in the other, Robert 
leaned against the glass front 
door of the hospital to open 
it. 

It's been the longest 
week, Robert thought, but 
finally she's coming home. I 
still think we should have 


moved, but Jen wanted to come 
back to the house, and Dr. 
Nolan concurred saying it might 
quicken her recovery, help her 
confront it. 

Robert crossed the lobby. 
At least we don't have to worry 
about the guy returning, he 
thought. The cops knew, as soon 
as Jen described him, who he 
was, some rich brat from Palm 
Beach. There had been 
complaints against him before, 
but nothing like this. 

Pushing the elevator 
button, Robert remembered 
standing in front of the guy's 
family mansion. He saw himself 
standing along A1A, staring at 
the beautiful home. He hadn't 
been able to pull himself from 
the spot. 

Robert entered the 
elevator. What the hell I was 
thinking, I don't know. Feel 
kind of foolish now, he 
thought, remembering the 
skirmish with the town's cop 
when the cop tried making him 
move on. Robert chuckled to 
himself. The cop thought I was 
the danger. What a joke! A 
sick, sick joke. 

The elevator bell signaled 
Robert to get off. At least 
Jen's saved from testifying, 
well for now anyway, Robert 
reflected, thinking about the 
hearing at which the guy 
pleaded guilty and was 
committed for psychotherapy. 

Fuck it, he thought, 
heading down the hallway 
towards Jennifer's room. Why 
the hell did I leave her that 
day. I should have stayed home. 
It would have been so easy. 

Robert stopped. There's 
not a goddamn thing I can do 
about it now. Get a hold of 
yourself, Robert. Can't be 
thinking like this with her 
coming home. Just help Jen the 
best way you can. 





























Robert continued walking, 
thinking, help her the best way 
I can. Everything will be fine. 
We'll survive this. 

Using his back again, 
Robert pushed opened the door 
to Jennifer's room. 

"Jennifer?" 

"Robert!" Jennifer smiled. 
She was standing next to the 
bed, packing her duffle bag. 
Her hair was loosely swept back 
in a pony tail. She wore a 
flowery dress, fitted at the 
bodice with thin straps over 
the shoulders. The shoulders, 
Robert thought, I love those 
shoulders and the way she 
moves. Wouldn't call it 
graceful, just natural, with a 
kind of sexy freedom to it. 

Jennifer rolled up a 
nightgown. And to think, Robert 
thought, of how close I came to 
losing her. 

"Robert," Jennifer walked 
over to him. His face flush and 
his eyes filling with tears. 
She touched her hand to his 
face. "Robert, it's going to be 
fine, really." Jennifer looked 
at the load he gripped tightly. 
He's thinking about it, she 
thought. Every time he sees me, 
he's going to think about it. 

Jennifer roughly ran her 
hands down her naked arms. I 
feel so dirty, how could he 
ever want to touch me again. I 
can't even stand the thought of 
him touching me, feeling like 
this. 

Jennifer shook her head. 
No! no, don't think about it, 
she commanded herself. 

Distracting herself, 
Jennifer focused in on Robert's 
packages. She experimented with 
a smile. "Well, no wonder 
you're in such a= fright, 
earrying all this stuff. Your 
arms must be on overload!" 

His tense face muscles 
relaxed into a smile, a soft 


chuckle shook loose a tear. He 
handed Jennifer the flowers and 
wiped dry his cheek. 

"These are beautiful, 
Robert." 

"There's more, at home." 

"If they're anything like 
this, wetre going have to 
mortgage the house to pay the 
florist bill." 

"Jen," Robert laughed, "I 
don't know how you do it." He 
touched a hand to her shoulder. 

"I don't know, Robert. 
Joking is the only I can get 
away from it." She slipped her 
shoulder from under his hand 
and went back to her packing. 

"Do you want to talk about 
it? 

"No!...not now. I'm tired 
of talking about it, to the 
doctors, the police. Over and 
over again to the police." She 
threw the last of her things in 
the bag. 

"You haven't talked about 
it to me." 

Jennifer shot him a look 
and zipped up the bag. 

"Okay, Jen, but sometime." 
Robert walked over to the bed 
and sat on the edge. Trying to 
change the mood, he cheerfully 
said, "Come here, I've got 
something else for you." 

Jennifer picked up on his 
effort, flopping down into the 
center of the bed and eyeing 
the wicker basket. "That's for 
me, too?" She smiled. With both 
hands, Jennifer lifted the 
basket into her lap. She looked 
at Robert. "Hmmm, heavy." 

Slowly, Jennifer opened 
the lid and peered inside, then 
quickly closed it. She looked 
again. "My God, Robert. It is 
a puppy!" She rescued the furry 
stowaway from its quarters and 
held him to her cheek. "He's 
wonderful. Oh, Robert, I've 
been wanting one for so 
long...." A suspicious 














expression came to her face. 
"So this is what it takes to 


get one." 

"Jennifer!" 

"Oh, Robert, I'm joking. 
He's wonderful." She gave the 


puppy another hug then laid 
down on her back to let him 
crawl over her stomach. 

Instinctively, Robert 
leaned over, sandwiching the 
puppy between their bodies and 
passionately kissed Jennifer. 
A panic immediately rose within 
her. Harshly, she pushed Robert 
off her and bolted up to a 
sitting position. 

Robert's eyes, widened 
with shock, stared at Jennifer. 
Her eyes shamefully dropped. 
She busied herself petting the 
puppy. "I'm sorry, Robert, I 
just...it's too soon." 

Taking a deep. breath, 
Robert began to raise his 
finger to her lips, then, 
thinking better of it, dropped 
it to stroke the puppy. "No 
Jennifer, don't be sorry. I 
know, I wasn't thinking." 
Robert gently tugged at the 
puppy's ear. “Come on, let's 
get this little guy home." 
Jennifer nodded in agreement. 

* * * 

"Jennifer, I think we need 
to think this over more 
carefully," Robert moved the 
food around his dinner plate. 

"I have thought it over. 
I want to go through with it." 
Jennifer angrily stabbed her 
fork into her salad. Three 
months had passed since she 
came home. Robert was amazed 
how quickly she got back into 
her routine; the house work, 
aerobic classes,. volunteering 
at the health center. She even 
went on a few job interviews. 

The real shocker, though, 
was when he came home from work 
on her third day and found her 
setting up a bed for the puppy 


in the office, where it 
happened. Not that he ever used 
it, Robert mused later. He's 
perfectly content sleeping 
between us each night. 

That was something Robert 
was nervous-about her first 
night home. Would she want him 
in the guest bedroom? He was 
surprised when she said no. But 
as the weeks went by he 
understood. It was her way of 
putting it behind her, to have 
things normal, at least on the 
surface. 

"I don't know, Jen. I just 
can't see going through with 
it, and for what. We don't even 
know whether we have a case." 

"There's been other cases 
where victims sued for damages. 
People do it all the time. How 
about that guy that was ripping 
off those old ladies of their 
life savings." 

"But, Jennifer, this is 
different, this is way 
different." 

"and why, why should it be 
different? He robbed me of 
something I'll never get back! 
And what about him. He'll get 
off with a year at some 
luxurious mental hospital and 
then be able to go back to his 
life of the rich and famous. 
That's not right!" 

“And his money is going to 
make it right!" 

"No, it won't but at least 
he won't be enjoying it." 

"Okay," Robert said 
getting up from the table. He 
started pacing. "Let's say we 
do sue him and we win. Then 
what." 

"I don't know, Robert." 

"We end up with his money, 
that's what. And Jennifer, I 
don't want his goddamn money. 
I don't want anything to do 
with it. I'a feel 
like...like.." 

"Like you prostituted your 























wife!" 

"Yes, goddamn it." Robert, 
in a fury, looked for something 
to throw. He settled for 
shoving the chair up against 
the table. "Do you think for a 
second I want his money buying 
my food, clothes for my wife, 
sending our kids, if we ever 
have any, to..." 

“And what's that suppose 
to mean?" 

"Well. ..what do you 
expect. You act like 
everything's normal. The house 
is spotless, dinners are great. 
You're busy as ever with 
whatever the hell else you do. 
I don't even know. You don't 
talk to me. It's 'hello, 
Robert,' 'goodby, Robert' and 
that's it. You don't even ask 
me about my patients any more. 
And when I ask you about your 
day it's 'Oh, fine.' " 

"I can't help it, Robert. 
It's too soon." 

"Too, soon! I'm not 
talking about the sex, 
Jennifer. I don't care if it 
takes years, but don't shut me 
out. I'm your husband. I'm the 
one you're supposed to turn to, 
for talking, for comfort." 

Robert sat down across the 
table. "Jennifer, believe me, 
sex is the last thing I'm 
worried about. We had more 
between us. I want that back." 

Robert looked at 
Jennifer's tears. In almost a 
whisper he said, "Jennifer, you 
still haven't even told me what 
happened." 

Robert left the table and 
returned a few seconds later 
and laid Kleenex on the table. 

"Robert, I'm afraid. If I 
tell you, it'll make things 
worst." 

"But until we talk about 
it, it'll always be between us. 
We'll never have what we had. 
That intimacy will be lost 





forever, Jen." 

Jennifer shivered. 

"Or is that what you're 
afraid of Jennifer, the 
intimacy." 

A loud howl came from 
across the table. Jennifer's 
whole body shook. Robert sat 
there, hurting throughout for 
the pain she must feel. I wish 
I could take it away from her, 
he thought, but I can't. I'm 
can't even hold her. 

Robert gradually got up 
from the table, picking up the 
half full dinner plates. It's 
up to her to decide, Robert 
thought, walking into the 
kitchen. She has to make the 
next move...or does she. Maybe 
I've been leaving to much up to 
her. Maybe she needs me to take 
my turn. 

Putting the dishes in the 
sink, Robert took steps towards 
the table. Should I try? 

"Jennifer?" Robert, behind 
her, put his hands on her 
shoulder. 

Jennifer turned, looking 
up to him. Her beautiful face 
was stained with tears. Her 
damp hair disarrayed, with 
strands stuck to her forehead. 

He wasn't sure. Was it his 
imagination? No, Robert 
thought, it's there, just a 
flicker, but definitely a 
smile. 
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The Queen of the Night 


The darkness moved around 
in circles, caressing his body 
and chilling his soul. He 
nervously lit a cigarette, 
burning the hair off of a 
trembling finger. He took a 
deep drag on it, feeling the 
harsh smoke coat and poison his 
lungs. He released the noxious 
fumes in a thick cloud that was 
quickly devoured by the 
infinite night. His chestnut 
hair was a bit longer than was 
generally accepted by the other 
lawyers in his’ firn, and 
tonight it was unwashed and in 
disarray. His russet eyes were 
dull with pain and fatigue 
giving them the appearance of 
mud. His face (which usually 
turned a few women's heads in 
the street) was spotted with a 
few days growth of a raggedy 
beard and was unusually pale 
and gaunt, like that of a 
cadaver. The gloom penetrated 
through his clothes, skin, and 
muscles, freezing the very 
marrow of his bone. He took 
another drag, his back bent to 
the wind. 

A small dog approached him 
cautiously, its twitching tail 
tucked between the poor 
mongrel's legs, reflecting its 
uneasiness. It startled at 
him, its pleading eyes begging 
for the love he was no longer 
able to provide. In fact, he 
felt like a brother in sorrow 
to the mutt, for now, without 
her, he too, was lost. Lost, 
alone, afraid... Then he 
thought of her, seeing her as 
she truly was...seeing through 
her false fascade and her 
blatant lies. Suddenly 
furious, Russ hissed at the 
dog, sending it running back 
into the darkness to the bushes 
where it would be safe. With 


sadness in its eyes it stared 
at him, wanting his friendship. 
He met the dog's gaze, wishing 
he could give it. The grass 
rustled softly all around and 
the moon slid silently behind 
a cloud. 

A tin can rattled across 
the pathway that cut through 
the lawn like a dagger. It 
blew down the path a little bit 
before it disappeared into the 
bushes. The dog whimpered. 

He coughed up brown phlegm 
before taking another hit off 
of his smoke. "Come on, where 
the hell are you?" he whispered 
into the Cimmerian night, 
letting some of the cold and 
oily darkness slide down his 
throat into his belly where it 
sat like a deadly snake, coiled 
and ready to strike. A police 
siren screamed in the distance, 
momentarily breaking his 
feeling of complete isolation 
from the rest of the human 
race. 

The dog whined pitifully 
and backed away, its tail 
tucked between its legs. Its 
whine turned to a howl that 
reeked of fear and despair. It 
bounded off, leaving no trace 
of its presence. 

"Hello Russ," she said as 
she stepped out of the darkness 
with the grace of a panther. 
Her long legs took each stride 
with a fluid beauty that Russ 
found almost erotic. He let 
his eyes roam up her body, 
admiring her divine curves the 
way only a lover can. Her skin 
was as pale and unblemished as 
that of Pygmalion's wife, 
Making her seem less like a 
living being and more like a 
porcelain doll, beautiful to 
look at and admire, but 
delicate enough not to want to 








touch. 

"Miriam." His eyes met 
her gaze at last and in a 
moment he was hopelessly lost. 
Her eyes were a brilliant green 
that reminded Russ of two 
unblemished, beautiful 
emeralds, each facet holding 
secrets that were locked away 


in her untouchable soul. Her 
nose was straight and slight 
and was perfectly centered 


above her wonderful mouth. And 
her lips, Russ shivered at the 
very thought of them, how 
perfectly magnificent they 
were, full and red, longing to 
be kissed and as red as the 
blood that ran through her 
veins. Strong, but very 
delicate cheekbones completed 
the beautiful picture her 
features composed. Her hair 
was charcoal, so deep a shade 
of black that it seemed to 
blend in with the pitch of 
night that surrounded the two 
of them. It flowed down to her 
shoulders, framing her face and 
neck, and touched the top of 
her full bosom in loose curls 
that just beckoned for him to 
take them in his hands. He 
almost reached out to her, but 
caught the gesture and stopped 
it before it was initiated. He 
loved her dearly, but he 
couldn't bear to hold her 
again...no...never. It would 
hurt...God! How it would hurt! 

"T have something to tell 
you," Miriam informed Russ, her 
lips and tongue caressing each 
word as it was born. 

Russ cleared his throat, 
a sure sign of his nervousness. 
"I h-have something I must tell 
you as well," he said in a 
strained voice. Her presence 
really mixed up his emotions. 
On one hand, he never wanted to 
see her again. It would be so 
easy to just tell her to get 
the hell out of his life and 


leave him the way she found 
him: alone. But, then again, 
he wanted to reach out and pull 
her to him. He longed to feel 
their hearts beating against 
each other's as they embraced, 
and to taste her lips as they 
kissed each other feverishly 
and ravenously, and to lay down 
with her one more time 
before... 

"May I speak first?" she 
asked him, staring at him 
intensely in a way’ that 
momentarily scared Russ. Then 
her expression softened and an 


easy smile replaced her 
disturbing expression. 
"Of course Miriam." He 


gestured to a bench that was 
half hidden in the darkness. 
"Take a seat." he dropped his 
cigarette to the ground and 
killed it with a quick twist of 
his shoe, an art that takes an 
average smoker a year to 
perfect. Russ almost had a 
decade of smoking to get it 
right. 

Miriam sat down and 
crossed her lean legs in a way 
that made the long slit up the 
side of her black gown slide 
open, revealing the smooth 
flesh of her thigh. Russ 
unknowingly licked his lips. 
Self-consciously, she moved to 
close the slit and then she 
patted the spot right next to 
her on the bench, her long 
nails painted as red as her 
lips. "Join me," she demanded 
lightly, but Russ knew that if 
he didn't sit down on his 
accord, Miriam would probably 
be able to convince him to 
anyway. He wasn't sure if he 
wanted to give her another 
chance to manipulate him again. 

Russ sat down , carefully 
keeping his knees from touching 
hers. He coughed nervously as 
he felt her gaze touch him, an 
electric current danced along 























his nerve endings for a moment. 
He glanced up at her, seeing 
that she was ready to begin 
speaking. 

"I am so sorry that I 
disappeared for the last three 
days, I was...well I was 
feeling things that I didn't 
understand and I got scared. 
I ran away from the problem, 
instead of trying to talk it 
over with you. I know you 
told me to come to you whenever 
HG had a problem but, 
well...this is really not that 
easy to explain." Miriam began 
to rub her forearms with her 
palms, unsure of her next 
words. "Russ, I have something 
to tell you; it will be hard to 
believe, but it will also 
explain a great many things. 
I want you to promise to listen 
to the whole story before you 
pass any kind of judgement over 
me, okay?" She couldn't even 
look at him; she was so afraid. 
She had never before been so 
open with somebody in the past. 
She couldn't tell him the exact 
truth...but she could say 
something. He was smart, he 
could fill in any empty spaces 
she left. 

Russ raised an eyebrow, 
not sure of what exactly she 
was going to tell hin. 
"Understood," he stated, 
anxious to hear her tale. 

"You see, I am not who you 
think I am, Russ." She paused 
and looked at him to gauge his 
reaction. 

He looked at her 
impassively, trying to hide his 
surprise. Surely she wasn't 
going to admit that to him all 
ready! 

"Remember when I told you 
I was twenty-seven?" 

He nodded, realizing that 
she was going to tell him! He 
tried to keep his expression 
neutral. It was not an easy 


thing to do. 

"I fibbed a little bit. 
I am really a wee bit older 
than that." She gave him a 
sheepish glance that was 
intended to dull any angry 
outburst that might want to 
surface. Russ was so prone to 
those blowups recently. 

It didn't work. 

"What the hell do you mean 
by that?" He demanded in an 
angry voice he had been 
practicing all weekend. "Is 
this some sort of goddamn game 
to you Miriam?" Great acting, 
he thought to himself. Where's 
my Oscar? 

"Please, listen to me. I 
am not playing any games, Russ. 
I am trying to come clean to 
you! Let me talk...please!" 
She waited for his expression 
to soften. 

"I promised to listen," he 
stated in his best I-couldn't- 
give-a-damn tone of voice. 

"I'm not really what I 
appear to be," she whispered, 
her voice tainted with shame. 
"TIT mean, I look like I'm a 
human and I guess in many ways 
I am. But I am also more than 
human, much more than you could 
ever imagine." She took his 
hand into hers and caressed it 
softly with the fingertips of 
her other hand. He recoiled at 
her touch and wanted to pull 
free from her grasp, but he 
just couldn't bring himself to 
do it. "So much more..." 

She let go of his hand and 
looked longingly at the sky. 
"I am one of a few remaining 
beings that once flourished on 
this planet. We were called 
gods in our days, due to our 
appearing to bee immortal. But 
we weren't immortal, not 
really. We were humans, much 
like yourself, except that we 
didn't age as quickly, and we 
were less likely to get sick or 














hurt or catch a disease." She 
smiled at Russ, appearing a 
little self-conscious about her 
remarkable story. "you think 
I'm pulling your leg, don't 
you, Russ?" Please believe me, 
her thoughts begged, please 
Russ, believe me. 

“Just finish your story," 
he said, feeling a little 
disgusted at being lied to so 
blatantly. He wore a hard, 
judgmental expression on his 
face. 

"Well...where was I? Oh, 
of course, we began to drift 
apart and become prey to 
religious fanatics that claimed 
we were creations of the devil. 
They killed many of our people 
in their so-called missions of 
mercy!' Others were hunted 
down by the superstitious 
townfolk and by exorcists and 
preachers who brought their god 
with them. It was tough 
becoming a part of a culture 
that was violently attempting 
to completely destroy us. So 
we decided that blending in 
with society was ae fatal 
mistake and that we _ should 
avoid people as much as was 
possible. We became recluses, 
hardly ever seeing you humans, 
unless, of course, we wanted to 
be seen." She ran a delicate 
hand through the mane of her 
hair. "I was taught to hate 
and fear humans, and I did! 
For decades I would find men of 
the human race, and slowly I 
would suck them dry of their 
very lives. I have known many 
men in my life. Russ, some of 
them were kings and presidents, 
others were just normal people 
that I happened to notice. But 
I never loved a man before I 
met you Russ. In fact, I never 
knew I was capable of loving a 
mere human, but it happened! 
I guess I saw something in you 
that I had never seen in a man 


before. Maybe it was your 
honesty, your willingness to 
expose yourself to me. Or 
maybe it was your innocence and 
the fact that you accepted me 
so readily in your life. It 
dulled my desire to take from 
you, and somehow I found myself 
looking forward to seeing you 
again. It was wonderful 
sitting there while you spoke 
of your dreams, fears, and 
deepest secrets...oh Russ. I do 
love you!" It was true. She 
loved him more than her own 
self, and to her, that was a 
damned miracle. Love was 
something that had been denied 
to her for four hundred years. 
She smiled and felt an inner 
warnth that touched her 
tortured soul. 

She cast her eyes to the 
ground, unsure if she should go 
on. Finally she caught his eye 
again and continued. "I guess 
I always saw myself as above 
that emotion. I never thought 
that there would come a day 
when I would embrace it and 
thank the fates that I was able 
to actually feel it." She 
leaned towards Russ and gave 
him a light kiss on the cheek 
that stirred feelings he was 
trying so hard to suppress. "I 
have you, not the fates, to 
thank for it." 

He almost went to her 
then, his emotions were calling 
out to her, demanding to be 
heard. He felt his mind begin 
to black...but he caught 
himself in time. Russ pulled 
away from her, breaking the 
spell she was beginning to cast 
over him. "You are lying to 
me," he accused, standing up 
abruptly. “You smile at me as 
you feed me this garbage about 
a race of people hunted down by 
humans! You know that you 
aren't part of another race, at 
least not a race that if a kin 
































to humanity!" His eyes clouded 
with pain and fury. "When you 
tell me you're more than human, 
what do you mean by that 
Miriam? What the hell does 
that really mean? Are you 
Superwoman from the goddamn 
planet Krypton or what?" 

Miriam's face darkened as 
Russ' tirade died off. She 
stood up and drew close to hin. 
"T mean that compared to an 
average woman I am remarkable. 
I will never age, I will never 
get sick, nor will I ever die. 
I will always love you and 
desire to be with you. 
Together we could share all of 
our feelings, our joys and 
sorrows would bond us together 
for an eternity." She wrapped 
her arms around him. "I could 
share it all with you, Russ. 
You and I could both live 
forever." She kissed his neck, 
feeling his emotions tangle 
into a huge mess. Inside of 
her a dark thing stirred and 
awakened, its mind began to 
probe. 

He was getting excited. 
She never failed in that. It 
didn't matter how tired or 
stressed out he felt, he could 
always count on her arousing 
him. Ever since that first day 
he saw her. She was in a 
coffee shop that he and a few 
friends from the office would 
frequent after work, at times. 
It was late and there were only 
a handful of people in the 
place. He smiled at her, 
totally captivated by her 
intense beauty and sexual aura 
that he could almost taste. 
She smiled back and winked at 
him. Russ told his friends to 
go ahead and order, he had to 
speak with someone in the shop. 
They exchanged names and phone 
numbers, promising to meet back 
at the coffee shop in two 
hours. 


Later that night, after 
eating at a local Chinese 
restaurant, they ended up back 
at his apartment. They made 
love tenderly and for hours, 
her seemingly insatiable desire 
began to wear Russ down to a 
wraith of a man by morning. 

When he awoke she was 
gone, and he felt himself 
desiring her even more than he 
had the night before. He felt 
similar to a smack-head looking 
for a quick fix. Happily for 
him, he was with her again two 
days later, and from that point 
on they began to date 
frequently. Now, more than six 
months after they first met, he 
wanted to tell her that they 
were parting ways...forever. 
Or should they? 

Her mouth moved up his 
neck to his lips. He felt her 
tongue flicker in and out of 
his mouth, teasing him and 
arousing him intensely. "That 
sounds like it would be 
wonderful, Miriam. We could 
always be together, never, 
ever, alone again." 

She kissed his neck more 
savagely, nipping at his throat 
and earlobes. Her fingernails 
ran up and down his back, 
weakening his will with each 
pass they made. "Yes, Russ, 
the two of us could eternally 
live with each other, sharing 
a love that will transcend time 


itself! We could become a 
classic love fable by 
ourselves!" She was so 


happy...her dream was coming 
true...to have him love her! 
"Like Romeo and Juliet..." 
Something shot through Russ' 
mind, a warning of _ sorts. 
(Don't let her put you under 
her spell! She is like a 
spider, waiting to ensnare you 
in her web!) No, not Romeo and 
Juliet, more like a black widow 
and her mate! He pushed her 








away, angry that he had come so 
close to falling for her again. 
"We aren't a love’ fable. 
Miriam, nor will we ever be. 
I have a question for you 
Miriam." 

"What is it Russ?" She 
was at a near panic. Don't 
leave me Russ, she silently 
pleaded. The dark thing felt 
a hunger in its belly. 

"Why is your skin so pale 
Miriam? Could it have 
something to do with the fact 
that it hasn't been touched by 
God's sun in centuries?" 

"Please, Russ, you must 
listen to me," Miriam pleaded, 
her eyes pouring tears. WT 
love you, Russ. I want us to 
be together forever. I know I 
haven't been exactly truthful 
with you in the past,but think 
about it. If I had told you 
all that in the beginning would 
you have stuck around? I felt 
something for you from the 
beginning and I didn't want to 
chance losing that! If I 
somehow blew my chance with 
you...well I'd never forgive 
myself." The dark thing was 
tired with words, Miriam felt 
it touch her mind and she grew 
fearful for another reason. 

Russ stared at her, 
suddenly seeing through her 
beautiful visage and tears. He 
saw a hungry beast that was 
waiting to tear him to pieces. 
"I'll never give in to you, 
Miriam, I'm not as stupid as 
the others. I know what you 
really are." The savage sound 
of his voice startled both of 
them. He could see her face, 
her real face, staring at him 
with naked rage and hatred, 
while the face she wore on the 
outside continued to cry, 
feeling hopeless and lost on 
the face of losing him. He 
longed to hold her and kill her 
at the same time. 


“What do you mean, Russ?" 
her voice rose in pitch, 
nearing a frantic cry. She 
really deserves the Oscar he 
thought wryly to himself, 
barely suppressing a nervous 
smirk. "I love you, Russ. I 
love you more than I have ever 
loved anything in my whole 
life! It seems as though I've 
been searching for something 
all of these centuries...and at 
last, I've found it. I have 
found you, Russ. you will 
never be able to understand the 
depth of my love, not until you 
join with me and we become 
one!" 

"You say you are a member 
of another race, is that 
correct?" Russ glared at 
Miriam accusingly. He knew 
what the true name of her race 
was. The people of India 
called them vetala, the South 
Americans called them azemen, 
but whatever their names were 
they all meant the same thing: 
vampire! It had taken him half 
of a year to figure it out, but 
once he became suspicious the 
pieces fell together too 
easily. Her pale skin made her 
seem ethereal and the fact that 
he never saw her in the day was 
beginning to bother him. And 
that dead man discovered four 
blocks away from her apartment 
building...empty of blood! 

"Of course it is, Russ. 
Do you not believe me?" Her 
green eyes pleaded with hin. 
She reached out to touch hin. 
"My past is no longer 
important, Russ. All that 
matters is the present, and of 
course, the future. Our future 
will be long and bright, Russ, 
because we will never age or 
die! We can be healthy and 
full of life for ages!" 

“Full of life? When was 
the last time you were full of 
life...and I don't mean full of 





























some other poor  bastard's 
blood, you bloodsucker!" He 
was pleased to see the 
expression of shock that 
crossed her face at the mention 
of what she truly was. Let it 
hurt her bad. "I know that any 
life that is flowing through 
your veins doesn't belong to 
you. I also wanted to know one 
other thing, when did you last 
see the sun, how many lifetimes 
ago was it? Do you remember 
what it looks like? I realize 
that vampires don't get much of 
a chance to admire a sunrise, 
but trust me, it would do a 
world of good for you and it 
would be worth the wait. Maybe 
we could sit and watch it 
together someday." 

Her face fell, her eyes 


dimmed with sadness. "You 
curse me with your words, Russ 
and that I deserve. I know 


that I have done things in the 
past that have been, well, less 
than appealing to the average 
human...but that can be 
changed! We no longer need or 
even desire human blood, other 
substances have been discovered 
to do the same thing that blood 
does for us. It is not as 
appealing or quite as 
effective, but for you it would 
be all that I would drink. I 
am not as evil as you may think 
I am, after all, if I wanted to 
Russ, I could take your life 
from you without you ever 
knowing I did it, but I won't. 
If you decide to join me I want 
it to be a free decision, not 
one that you feel forced into." 
She silently fought the beast 
that was now raging inside of 
her, threatening to take her 
over completely. 

"If you love me as much as 
you say you do, then above all 
things you want me to be happy. 
Am I correct?" Be cold, his 
mind demanded, stick her hard, 





make her bleed! 

She nodded. 

"Well, leaving me alone 
would make me a very happy man. 
Do you’ think that you would be 
able to oblige me on that 
issue?" He gave her a 
demanding look, unlike any 
expression he had ever used on 
her before. It was the look a 


master gives a servant. Her 
‘magic,' so to speak, wasn't 
effectively working on him 


anymore. 

"I can't do that," she 
gasped in a terror stricken 
voice. "I can't bear the 
thought of living any longer 
without you." 

"Well get used to it!" He 
gave her a hard look. "Because 
as of this moment I don't ever 
want to see you or hear from 
you again! You have lied to me 
and used me and manipulated me 
like you have probably done to 
so many in the past. How long 
were you going to lead me on 
before you decided that I was 
no longer needed? How long?" 
His commanding tone and blazing 
eyes scared her. For the first 
time in her long and seemingly 
endless life, she encountered 
someone who actually had the 
power to hurt her physically as 
well as emotionally. Her fear 
enabled her to overshadow her 
love for him with a thin veil 
on anger. The creature that 
lived inside of her stirred and 
violently forced its way to the 
surface. 

You bastard, it thought 
with her mind, you cannot deny 
me. "If I am never to see you 
again, Russ, I want you to do 
a small favor for me." 

"What? uw 

She turned on her charm 
fully and gave him a seductive 
look that aroused him 
instantly. "I want you to kiss 
me.” 








Like a hypnotized man, 
Russ leaned towards her and 
their mouths met for their 
final kiss. He tasted her 
sweet lips and felt himself 
begin to surrender to her 
touch. His arms encircled her 
and his hands buried themselves 
in the thick locks of her hair. 
Miriam's hands held onto his 
back firmly, pressing his body 
against her in a= frantic 
embrace, feeling his excitement 
arouse her right back. "I love 
you, God, how I love you!" 
Russ gasped into her’ ear 
breathlessly, totally lost to 
her seductive power. 

The creature that now wore 
Miriam's face smiled to itself 
with her lips as it bit deeply 
into his throat, piercing his 
jugular vein. His blood, as 
well as his life poured out of 
his body into hers. She set 
his cooling corpse to the moist 
earth, silently weeping to 
herself, unable to believe that 
she had just killed him. She 
loved him more than anything, 
even more than her own self, 
and now he was dead. She 
cursed the infernal hunger that 
caused her to kill him. Crying 
in anguish to herself, she tore 
at her flesh, ripping gashes 
across her arms and chest. 


With a terrible moan she 
fell to the ground, next to his 
body. His glassy eyes pleaded 
with her. "I'm sorry," Miriam 
whispered, her vision clouded 
with pain. She carefully 
rested his head in her lap, 
with tears dropping to his face 
like raindrops. I wonder what 
the sunrise looks like this 
time of year, she thought to 
herself. She stroked Russ! 
hair as she sat with him, her 
eyes staring into the night 
remorsefully. "I love you, 
Russ." She gazed to the east, 
noting that the sky was slowly 
turning pink. The two of them 
remained together as the sun 
rose in the sky, casting its 
warm rays of light across the 
park. It brought life to most 
of the world, for others it 
brought death...and peace. 


James J. Paul 
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